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NORAH.,. 


LOUD howls the wintry storm ; 
old beats the rain on the clod of the 
alley where Norah sleeps beneath. 
Alas! poor Norah. The whistling of 
the gale passes over thee unheard. Chill 
fost is white on the stoné where thy 
nme is engraved. The passing eye of 
the stranger distinguishes not thy tomb. 
Yet friendship is alive, and dares to tell | 
thy hapless fate. 

Illiberal ideas, a narrow sordid soul, 
ad vain ostentation formed Acasto’s 
whole. He was the father of the un- 
happy. Fortune he had acquired, but 
conscious honour would have blushed 
at the means. He possessed not that 
delicacy which atones for glaring faults, 
and almost gives immortality to him 
who has failed in rectitude. 

The circles of polite amusement, the 
train of fashion admitted Norah as an 
early, as a favourite guest. Real woe 
was a stranger to her bosom and when 
, [ Acasto was not by, vivacity sparkled in 

her eyes, and gaiety danced on every | 
footstep. At the age of eighteen Norah | 
selected a partner for domestic life. 
It was Alpin the worthy, the amiable, 
-and the good. Acasto, happy to be rid 
of expense, was no impediment to the 
union of congenial souls. Twelve 
moons had sped unheededly, and not 
more peace dwelt in the sylvan cell of 
+ @ the druid, than abode in the mansion of 
> B Alpm and Norah, The thirteenth 
Bi wastes not so away. Alpin must visit 
old ocean. Dangers croud the bosom 


of the deep. 
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Here the angel of sickness, shed the 
dew of death. The last long night wraps 
Alpin in its sable shroud, and bears him 
to the shades of peace, denied the oil 
of consolation, the cordial of gelief from 
his kindred self. 

Ah Norah! did happiness smile on 
thee but to frown more severe. The 
unclouded prospect opened to thy view 
has flitted away like the dream of 
morn. A stranger comes, in sad tone 
he tells the tidings. Grief, despair, 
with all the weeping train, take pos- 
session of Norah’s soul, She holds 
an infant boy, who numbered scarce 
three weeks to her throbbing bosom. - 
The drowsy flowret stole o’er the senses 
of the little cherub. Norah bedews 
his placid face with the bitter tears 
Then wildly kisses off the 
balmy impression, and starts the young 
slumberer from a dream of bliss, then 
sinks herself in melancholy mood. 

Thou stoic, proud of philosophic 
mind, drop a tear if thou canst. Blush 
ye marble hearted children of nature. 
A father sees unmoved, this scene of 
sorrow, and bids the pallid mourner 
rouse, nor waste a time in tears that 
should be spent in seeking sustenance 
for herself and boy. Norah cast her 
leaden eyes on the iron countenance of 
Acasto, as if imploring pity and com 
passion. Butah! each finer feeling of 
the soul scorned an assylum in the bo- 
som of her tather. He turned and left 
the pencil of distress writing still deep- 
er on his daughter’s brow. ‘The pro- 


perty once named Alpin’s, Acasto calls 
his own, and fearing the world’s dreath 
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tohis home. But here the voice of pa- 
ternal. tenderness was not heard (save 
Norah’s soothing of her orphan boy) 
and the crust of dependence was admin- 
istered with the sternness of hardened 
cruelty. the lily faded fast—for a 
while it droopt on the stalk, waving to 
and fro by the winds of affliction, then 
sunk the pallid languisher to the narrow 
house of death. Ye persons of sensi- 
bility! why did ye sleep, when No- 
rah was wretched? Why, fortune, dost 
thou fling thy favours with so careless 
a hand? Acasto! may that fortune ot 
which thou art the unworthy possessor, 
give thee no joy. Thou art the mur- 
derer of thy daughter. Thou hast sent 
to an early grave, the remaining pa- 
rent of an helpless orphan. Hadst thou 
have been kind, the sorrows of Norah 
would have been lost in thy tenderness, 
and still would she have bloomed a 
fragrant flower in the garden of society» 
May the tear of reflexion be mingled 
with the many of repentance, and 
nightly bathe thy cheek, on thar pil- 
low, where sleep which shuts the eye lid 
of innocence, must forever be a strang- 
er, May the wan shade of Norah 
haunt thy midnight visions, and the noon 
beain present her to thy affrighted fan- 
cy, while the sun chases not the shadow 
away. May thy white locks rusile in 
the gale without a tribute of veneration, 
and that miid sufferer, the son of thy 
daughter whom avarice has threatened to 
abandon on the world’s wide stage, one 
day offer thee the charity to him denied. 

Norah! though the briar strewed th 
path to the grave, yet like the tired wan- 
derer, thou art joyous to find the covert 
of the shade, 
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SPRING, 


( Translated from the Welch.) 
Lightly treading on aromatic shrubs 
and fragrant flowers, the offspring of 
his bounty, see, spring approaches ! Fra- 
grancy issues from his lips; and over 
his frame is thrown a garment, blue as 


‘the skies, which he enlivens ; whilst jo-l 


THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO, 


scorn, he receives the unhappy Norah [ 





cund he spreads the verdant mantle oy@iearin 
valley, hill and grove. ‘The birds pi mor 
sume their interrupted harmony. ‘Tym, An 
stream disdains the tyranny of wintefmsting 
and murmurs its gratitude to the cheegm mor’ 
ing season. ‘I'he salmon, pride of {iby to 
tiver, now visits the Avons of Cambridien st 
Returning from the sea, he delights qMaking 
sport again in our transparent watergmouth 
prepare your implements, ye hardy sogliing a 
lof the waves! Ensnare the attendaiidld, 
trout with art and patience ! Thus shai, | s2 
plenty crown your labours, and earth} 
gladdened with the spoils of ocean. 
The animals which own the powe 
of man, as well as those who, rejectinj 
his authority, maintain their native iit 
erty, acknowledge with rapture the en 
livening presence of spring. ‘ihe coc 
in triumph majestically struts before hi 
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and nerves distended with joy, at his ap 


admiring females, who equally confe 
he genial influence. ‘The woolly «ib 
bleat forth its praises ; the hills resoun 
with the gratitude of the lowing ox 
and the majestic horse with head erec 
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pant 
oop 
as Jal 
pear’ 
proach disdains his solitary winter manq™an h 
sion; neighing with impatience, he deg. m 
mands the hill, the vale, and stream was 
that with recruited strength he mayg§iimn 
contribute, O man! to thy. health, thyfJedt 
pleasure and emoluments. tee) 

And shall not man, O spring ! express hea 
his raptures at thy approach? Thoufi{ rel: 
comest to repair his debilitated frame ; cer 
to restore his exhausted spirits, to clothej sm 
his fields with beauty, and crown them ed 
with plenty ; but chiefly to exalt hisij sw 
soul to those regions, where thou reign- J fec 





y | est and shalt reign in undiminished and in 


everlasting glory. pe 


THE LOOKING GLASS. 
A tale of Former Times. 


! (Continued from page 35.) 


(72) 


An honest Hibernian, who had been 











|dipped in the Shannon, and who had 
| been long settled in the village, and who 
would not yield the palm of ignorance 
to the worst of them, came headlong 
down stairs, out of breath ; Arrah! 
my honies, said he, with an arch leer, 
ye’re all a parcel of lying, cursing; 
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birds pp more a devil than the devil himself. 
ye THE. Arrah what think ye, P’ve been 
' Wintefiboting him about the room this hour 
€ cheef more, and when I ran to him, he 
€ of tim, to me—A brazen faced rogue: and 
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ambrigmn stood staring, and grinning, and 
ghts #Baking faces at me, with all the eyes, 
Wateryimouths, and faces in his head; and 
dy soning an honest man, I blushed, and be- 
tendammold, he blushed too. Arrah! my jew- 
1S sha, I said, says 1, this won’t do ; you 









arth bust come along with me; then I 
an. fBught him a score of times, and would 
Powefi¥ave brought him down stairs, but the | 
ectinghief Would not let me, and sol was 
ve libll’en forced to come without him. 






1¢ cul! J have hitherto forborn to mention 
 Cocl@he opinion of any of the ladies present 
re higil of whom, in their turns, went to see 
nfes@he monster ; and shall now only relate 
trib@itwo. — A youthful antiquated lady, 







oun@@inted like a sign post, with an immense 
| Oxg#hooped petticoat, and ahead dress full 
Tec 


as large, so that when she stood, her ap- 
pearance very much resembled that of 
nanggan hour glass ; after having taken only 
defi: momentary view, declared, that if it 
in vas not the very devil, it must be some- 
naygm ting else. She had scarcely pronounc- 
thy ed the words, when a blooming girl of fil- 
teen, who had been chosen purposely to | 
hear her opinion, came down stairs, and | 
related, with the most charming inno- | 
cence, how she had seen and kissed a 
smiling angel ; for though she had ask- | 
ed it a thousand questions, it only an- 
swered by looks and smiles. So per- 






S ap 












“€58 
100 
e ; 
the 
2m 
118 








n- 


id 


fectly lovely is natural beauty, and so 
imperfect the art of portrait, alias, face 
painting. 

(To be concluded in our next.) 


i ~~ ene 


Not the elements only, but reason. it- 
self corrupts the haunts of wretchedness. 
—From the retreats of misery issue 
forth thefts, murders, incendiaries, 








highway robberies, revolts, and a multi- 
tude of physical evils, which in all coun- 
tries, are the consequences of tyranny. 

When human policy fastens the chain 
round the ancle of the dave, Divine Jus- 
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ing rascals, for this here devil, is '| tice rivets the other end round the neck 


of the tyrant. 
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ON DRUNKENNESS. 
(Continued from page 35.) 
The Tipler. 

The ¢ipler is quite another character—He 
drinks in small quantities, and at several st. ied 
periods. In the morning he is always crop sick 
and craves astomacher. This is either bitters 
and brandy, cherry bounce or purl, which to 
adopt his own technical phrase, he cal\s foriifj- 
ing his stomach against the rawness of the morn- 
ing. Thus fortified, he issues out to ti ansact 
his business, cut fully resolved not to make a 
dry bargain, until with a dram here, and a dram 
there, a cordial in one place, and a cordiad in 
another, a drop mixed with a friend, a reconcili- 
ation draught with an enemy ; a squib with an old 
acquaintance, or a dowl of condolance, &c. he 
sinks into a state of ebriety, and having been 
imposed upon in all his dealings, ends his 
wretched existence in a jail ! 

Look to the walls of the drunkard, says 
Solomon—and you will see them in ruins ! 

Never was there a juster observation. 

——D a 

A gentleman having invited much company 
to dinner. His son, six years old, came to the 
table, but was repulsed and told that his beard 
was too short to dine with his father. The 
mother as much mortified as her son, made up 
a little table for hini, and ordered him to be 
well att-nded. A large cat however repeated 
ly tried to take away his victuals, on which .he 
child out of all patience, exclaimed, go eat 
with papa, you have a deard long enough. 

nmnitptiinne 

A captain of one of the British frigates, a 
man of undaunted bravery, had a natural an- 
tipathy toa cat; a sailor who for some mis- 
conduct had been ordered a flogging, saved 
his bacon by presenting to his captain the fol- 
lowing petition : 


By your honour’s command, a culprit I 


stand, 
An example for all the shin’s crew; 
I am pinioned and stripp’d, and condemn’d 
to be whipp’d, 
And if I am flogg’d it’s my due : 
A cat I am told, in abhorrence you hold— 
Your honour’s aversion is mine, 
If a cat with one tail makes your stout 
heart to fail, 
O save me from one that has nine ! 
—> + a 
A drunken fellow was brought before 2 jus- 
tice, and to whatever question the justice ask- 
ed him, he said, your worshi~’s wise’ He com- 
mitted him till the next day ; then sent for him 
and told him of his idle talking the day before. 
Why, what did I say? Why whatsoever I said. 
to you, you still said your worship’s wise, and 1 
thought you were mad.—Truly, says he, if J 
said so, I think I was mad indeed. 
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THE JUVENILE PORT-FOLIO. 


TO THE MEMORY OF NORAR. 

When spring shall visit Norah’s grassy so¢ 

The turf shall rise with more than ye 
bloom ; 

Nor pilgrim’s foot so sweet a spot hath tr, 

As nature decks to grace her haliow’d to 

































































































THE WINTER MORNING, ¥e fair, who weep at sleeping virtue’s urn, 
By Malachi Meldrum, Esq. continued from page sf F ag bosoms throb with king 
32.—The concluding stanzas, describing family To N ah? é . . d 
hid, by the light of © the blaziné incle.” ; 0 Norah’s grave in pensive sadness turn ; 
eae a ane eens. “ere.. There sorrow’s child in humble d 
beautifully interesting. i re a ere ae - 
e be . . ; w" 
Bur O it’s cauld—nae chirping bird Her lovely babe, the grave shall! visit too, 11 
The snaw shaks frae its wing ; And weep around where his fond parent's ia 
Wee sits thou quivering in the bush, Youth’s lightsome step shail brush the niq’’” 
And hears the tempest sing. wept dew, } 
Thy wee bit feathers stand on end ; And soothe in peace, a mother’s holy shad 
Thy wings hing o’er thy feet ; —+ 
Nae leaf’s to turn yon wintry wind, MY WIFE. 
Or shield thee frae the sleet. Let forty trumpets blow their fiercest blast; 
The lammy, frisky on the know, Let vollies pour from guns of every cast; nda 
He waits a safter MOrFnN ; Let drums and conks their loudest notes throgi the 1 
For heavy, heavy, hing the flakes, forth, 7 
Iced on the bending thorn. : Accompanied by a gale that blows due north pelt 
it’s louder yet—thou dreadfu’ storm, Let noisy sailors curse, and rant and roar; RUZe V 
Thou bursts thy ruthless way ; Let watchmen bellow, and iet drunkard Fel 
And whirling round thee ilka clond, snore ; ; de 
Lets in the morn sae blae ! Tie tin to dogs, then let them run and yell ; +e 
Dread was the night—and dread’s the morn! || Let hogs in gates be jamm’d, and rung ead side’ 
Whare’s a’ the hours o’ May? bell ; Whicl 
Whan will ye spread your bonny leaf, | Let rakes vocif’rate fire ! and in their fun, ces 
And gie us unco’ day ? : ‘ 
§! ay! Against each sleepers door let fly a stone ; all 
Whan will ye spread your bonny leaf, Let cats their charming ditties loudly squall; 
Whan sprinkle round your dew ?— Let frighten’d women scream; let childre Ar 
And frae thy thorn, my bonny rose, bawl; pert 
Thee shall I ded pu?! Let hoops be driven, coopers sing the while ; Bite 
, Again the cock '!—yon curling reek To saws let carpenters apply the file, oad 
- _ Rows up the louring sky ; Let blacksmiths boisterous smite the burning - 
_ And labour’s early, glimmering lamp, steel ; he bi 
_ _ Blinks welcome on my eye. . Let cataracts descend ; let thunders peal: [Byere 
Strong the cauld chilling arm o’ death Yet only listen and I’ll lay my life, ren 


Seem’d o’er the warl« to reign: 
Thou cheery taper ! thy sma’ beam 
Gies us a warld again. 
O toil ! ye smooth the care worn bed ; 
The heather’s like the down ; 
The pillow that bears up thy head 
Is safter than a crown. 
O hear ye, frae yon turf clad ha’, 
The morning hymn sae fine ! 
Hear ye the father’s orison, 
Sae humble, sae divine ! 
In joy and peace he welcom’d night ; 
In joy and peace he raise ; 
The blazing ingle o’ the morn 
Bad a’ be pray’r and praise. 


Above this dreadful din you’ll hear my wife. 
oe 


FRUENDSHIP AND LOVE. 
Friendship is the band of reason, 
But if beauty disapprove, 
Heaven absolves all other treason, 
In fe heart that’s true to love. 
The faith which to my friend I swore, 
Asa civil oath I view ; 
But to the charms which I adore, 
Tis religion to be true. 
| Then if ta one I false must be, 
3 Can I doubt which to prefer 
A breach of social faith with thee, F 


10n: 




















Blyth shines the face, strong beats the heart, OP Seay WER Des saree cc 
Warm’d wi’ a soul like thine : PO Sy oh of 
Thy life, thy hope, my hoary cart! | Love io-nompep seve: ' f 
Thy life, thy hope, be mine. : Description would but make it less ; I 
Tis what we think—but can’t define— b 
GLossarny—Lammy, a young sheep.—Itka, ’Tis what we know but can’texpress!- i, 
every.—Blae, pale blue——Gie, give.—unco’, PHILaDELPHIa—Published weekly, price Bf, 
-strange.——Pu’, to pull.—Reek, smoke.—Lour- || thirty-seven and a half cents pev quarter, payable 
ing, looking gloomy, cloudy.—Heather’s, heath. || in advance, by T. Conptg, No. 22, Carter’s alieys . 
— Turf cl a’, turf covered hall.—Ingle, fire. || opposite Mr. Girard’s Bank—Where aLertes 9) 
~—~Carl, arespectable designation of an old man. || Box is placed for literary communications. f 


